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J£u»9s41as poore foule,l enuie not thy glory, 

T o feede my humor, wilh thy felfe no harme. 7 
' Dut. Cjlo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me 1 followed Henries courCe, 

When fcarfe the blood was well wafht from his hands 
Which i trued from my other angell husband, 

And that dead taint, which then I' weeping followed, 
0,when 1 fay,llookt on Richards face, 

This was my with, be thou quoth 1 accurft. 

For making me to yong,fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft,let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the death of thee, 

thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death* 

Loe, euen I can repeate this curfeagaine, 

Euen in to ftiort a tpacc,my womans heart 
Crotly grew captiuc to his hony words, 
e^flid prou d thefubiedlsofmy ownetoules curfc, 

Which euerfincehath kept mine eyes from tleepc. 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue 1 enioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

Bnthauebene waked by histimerous dreamcs, 

Befides,he hates me for my father fTarwicfa 
And will fhortly be rid of me. 

Qu. A\&s poore foule,lpittie thy complaints. 

Dut.G/o.No more then tromrny tbulelmournc foryours 
Fare well, thou woefull welcomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo, Adue poore foule, thou takft thy leaueofit. 

Dnt.Tor.Go thou to Richmond} 8c good fortune guidethee 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Gothou to fan<ftuarie,good thoughts poftefte thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie old y cares offorrow haue I feene. 

And each houresioy wrackt|withaweeke ofteene. 

The Trumpets found. Enter Richard crowned, 'Bucking- 
ham. Catesby, with other Nobles. 

itwg.Stand all a part. Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : Here he afcendeth his throne. 

That 



ofRichard the Third, 

Thus high by thy aduice 

And thy afliftance is King'Rtchardfcitcd ; 

But fhall wee wearc thefe honours for a day . 

Or ihall they laft,and we teioyce in them ? 

Still hue they, and for euer may they lalt. 

Km.Ri.O Buckingham, now 1 doe play the touch, 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward hues ; thinkenow what I would fay. 

Buc. Say on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, Uny I would be King. 

But. Why fo you are my thrice renowned Liege, 
Kin.Ha. : am l King 5 tia fo, but EdwardWnts. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

Kin Obitterconfequence, 

That Edward 0. ill fhould liue true noble Prince. 
Cofen,thou wert not wont to be fo dull 
Shall Ibeplainc ’ Iwilh the baftardsdead. 

And 1 would haue it fuddenly performde. 

Whatfaieft thou /fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 

Buc.Yout grace may do your plcafure. 
jr»j£.Tut,tut, thou art all#yce, thy kindnetfefreezeth. 
Say, haue I tby confent that they fhall die 
Buc. Giue me fome breath,fome little paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein ; 

I will refolue your grace immediatly. 

Caf.TheKing is angry,fee,he bites thelip. 

King . I will conuerfc with iron witted fooles, 

And vnrefpedliuc boyes,none are for me 
Thatlooke into me with confideratc eyes : 

Boy , high reaching Buckingham growes circomfpeft. 

Boy. Lord. 

King, K nowft thou not any whome corrupting gold 
Would tempt vntoa clofe exploitofdeath. 

Boy . My Zord,I know adifeontented Gentleman,- 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie minde, 
Go’d were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing.. 

King. What is his name? 

%.HisnaraemyZord, is Terrill, . 

King. 




